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They were kneeling at the fire together, he stiff and
upright, she comfortably back on her heels with hands
stretched out, rosy and golden.
"This is a devil of a business," he said.
"What, Uncle Pieter?"
"D'you know what they're saying of you—that all the
time Alison was staying here, working in the library, you
had that staircase open and—well, you see how it is?
Sophie's at the bottom of it, but the others are in it too.
They say your mother knew."
He was shaking.
"Tell me what has happened," she said. "I don't
understand yet."
He stared at the flames and told her.
"All I want is your denial, Julie. I don't want explana-
tions. Telegrams, Kerstholt—they don't touch me; I'm
not an attorney. You're my daughter; I count you so; you
tell me it's a lie and I'll wipe the floor with them. ... I
don't want even that," he added. "If you'll allow me to
forget I ever came to you with this dirty thing, I'll take it
generous of you. You go on playing your clavichord.
That's enough answer for me."
She moved her hand towards his but did not take it
"It is true, Uncle Pieter," she said.
He stumbled up from his knees and looked down at her.
"In this house!"
"Yes."
"For'how long?"
"Does that matter? Soon after Lewis came here until—
until Rupert came back."
"Julie, it's impossible in you. Shameful."
"No," she answered steadily, "not shameful. But for
you, Uncle Pieter, Fm sorry. There was no reason that
you should have known. I wasn't going to disgrace you or
break up my marriage. It was to be—what you called it—
an interval in life. Now. . . ."
"But, Julie," he said, "I'm not a preacher—God knows.
But here you were, sent here by your husband, under my
roof, under my protection. And he was at the wars—not

